Prayer

t/ou are all that is lovely and light,

Aziza whom I adore,
And, waking, after the night,

I am weary with dreams of you.
Every nerve in my heart is tense and sore

As I rise to another morning apart from you.

I dream of your luminous eyes,

Aziza whom I adore!
Of the ruffled silk of your hair,
I dream, and the dreams are lies.
But I love them, knowing no more

"Will ever be mine of you
Aziza, my life s despair.

I would burn for a thousand days,

Aziza whom I adore

Be tortured, slab, in unheard of ways

If you pitied the pa'n I bore.
You pity! Your bright eyes, fastened on other things,
Are keener to sting my sod, than scorpion stings!